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big enough to contain the great paraphernalia
of tea. Mrs. Kennington was dwarfed by
the gleaming cake-stand; the silver kettle
bulged like a pumpkin; it could have filled
the room by itself. Oil paintings looked down
at him, grinned sleekly at him through ex-
cessive varnish ; he felt that the apple-faced
girl breathed on them and polished them
every day. There seemed to be polish every-
where, making the furniture, the fire-dogs,
the door-handle, the brass vases, preposter-
ously rotund.

In these surroundings Mrs. Kennington
appeared to be hiding herself. From behind
the barricade of the tea-tray she stretched
out a timid brown hand.

" It's very oppressive/' she said shyly, and
after a swift, embarrassing pause, " Do you
take milk and sugar ? "

" Yes, please/' said Boston, though he took
no sugar. He was asking himself why he was
there. A vain question, because he knew
there was something he hoped to receive,

" I suppose you read a great deal/' he said
at a venture.

" Not a great deal. I read very often, but
it's mostly the same books. Fve tried to
read some of the new ones, but they're too